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Deity Issues 


-Disclaimer: | don't know these guys, and I'm not making any claims about them. 


-AN: : A friend said something along the lines of knowing that Chris was bound to have hated the ‘frontman is 
god' thing, followed by something about being able to see him getting pissed off at being told the rest of the 
band could leave the photo shoot, but that they needed a few shots of Chris without his shirt. This followed- 


il 

Its after midnight before he gets to my apartment, even though the disaster we called a photo shoot's been 
over for hours. | hear him stumbling down the narrow hall in darkness, can smell the sharpness of alcohol on 
him as soon as he opens the door to my room. | glance up from the book I've been pretending to read for the 
last two hours to see him swaying in the doorway, hand on the frame like its the only thing that's keeping him 
on his feet. Long curls hang over his face, down over his bare chest so that all | can see of his eyes is a thin 


glimmer of red. 


“M sorry, Kim," comes faintly from behind the curtain of hair. | just stare at him, silent until he starts to 


shake, and then | break. 


"C'mon, Chris, come here," | whisper, dropping my book to the floor and pushing the heavy quilt back. He 
stumbles across the bare wooden floor to the bed and falls in beside me, curling on his side immediately, his 
face pressed wetly to my chest and that's when | realize that he's actually crying, shoulders and back 


shuddering under my hands when | smooth them over his skin 
‘lm sorry, Kim," he says in thick words, choked out through a clogged throat. 


"It wasn't your fault, Chris," | say against his ear. "It's not like its never happened before. You're the singer, 
they're always going to want to focus on you, always going to want shots that cut the rest of us out.” 


"Yeah, but the way that bitch said it, and | didn't know what to say and--" 


‘Its okay, Chris," | say, as the last bit of bitter falls away and | just want to make him feel better, to make 


him smile. 
"| should've said--" 


"Said what? Fuck you? And to a goddamn Seattle reporter at that? We haven't been around long enough to get 
away with shit like that, Chris, and you know it" | push his hair back, tucking it behind his ear and tracing his 
jaw line with my fingertips. 


"No, Kim, | should've said that the pictures would be of the band, just like the interview was with the band. | 
should've... I'm making mistakes, I'm not meant to do this, to be out in front and.. | can't... | just want to be 


normal, to--" 

"Normal? Chris, listen to me a minute. If it wasn't for the fact that you're in a band and actually have to go 
places to play, you would never leave that hole that you call an apartment. Is that normal, Chris? Would that 
be better?" 

"Yes!" he snaps, pushing at my chest. "Yeah, | think it might be." 

Winding my hand in his hair, | kiss him, hard, biting at his lips until he opens his mouth enough for me to slide 
my tongue past his lips and then | gentle it, just licking at him until he's kissing back, his mouth moving against 
mine. "Do you still think that?" | ask, pulling back so | can see his wild eyes, his swollen mouth. "Would you 
rather have not met me or Matt or Hiro? How about Andy and Stone and Jeff?" 

"That would be.. that's different" 


Kissing him again, | slide my fingers along the ridges of his ribs, loving the way he shudders against me. "How 


is it different?" | ask against his mouth, pressing close again before he has time to answer. 


His hand finds my shoulder and pushes, rolling me to my back and he follows, straddling me in a bundle of 


warm strong limbs and black hair. "Not different, Kim," he growls in my ear, his tongue tracing the shell just 
before his teeth nip the lobe. His strong thighs straddle one of mine, hips beginning slow, smooth flexing that 
rubs the hard ridge of his cock against the thick muscle of my upper thigh. And if | arch.. just *there®.. | can 


rub myself against him the same way. 


"Chris, | want to.." but | don't even know how to ask, how to keep going because it's fucking intoxicating to have 
the heat of his breath in my ear, the warmth of him pressed to me. It always is, but its even more this 
time, because something's different now. Because Chris and | have made out before, kissed and touched and 
breathed each other until we were both almost desperate and then it always just *stops,* ends with him 
twisted in knots against my chest, not crying and not okay and not able to explain 


"Make me normal," he says suddenly, low and pleading and right in my ear. "I hate this, feeling like this, Kim, 
just make it stop and make me fucking normal." Its suddenly deeper than | thought it would be, deeper than I'm 


okay with but his eyes are screaming at me. And | can't say no to Chris, I've never been able to say no to 


Chris. 
"| can't *make* you-—" 


"You can make me *feel* normal," he murmurs as his fingers work the hem of my shirt, bunching it up 
before finally sitting back and pulling me with him, just enough to get the shirt over my head. As soon as it's 
tossed on the floor, he's against me again, the bare skin of his chest hot against mine. 


Raising my knees, | tilt him forward just that much more, bring him just a little closer. "Why is tonight 
different?" | ask as | cup his face, searching the intense blue of his eyes. 


'|-- today, it freaked me out. What she said, Kim. Is that the only way for us to get publicity? For me to take 
my fucking shirt off for the camera? That's the old way, and we're supposed to be something new." 


"Chris--" 


"It made me feel like a whore. ‘Okay, that's the end of the interview. Chris, we want a couple of shots with 


you, the rest of you can go oh and Chris? You can leave your shirt here.” 
"Chris--" 


"And of course the rest of you were pissed! I'd have been pissed, too. | want this band to have equal footing 
for everyone, none of that ‘the frontman is goa’ bullshit." 


Cupping his jaws in my hands, | press my mouth to his and hold him still until he stops wiggling, until | feel the 
vibration of his moan and the wet flicker of his tongue. | kiss him until he's arching his hips hard against me. 
That's when | pull back, make him meet my eyes. "I'll make sure that doesn't happen again," | say and he smiles, 
beautiful and brilliant. "Are you going to stop me?" | murmur and he kisses me, sucking my tongue into his 
mouth as his fingers find my nipples, roll them into tight little beads. 


| won't stop you this time." 

~ ew 

Later, he crawls out of bed and | can hear him in the kitchen, the refrigerator and drawers opening and closing. 
When he comes back, it's with a peeled and cut orange in a small bowl. He slides back in bed with me, offering 


me a sticky section of the fruit. 


"| get breakfast in bed in my own place?" | tease, taking the bite with my mouth, sucking the juice from his 


fingers as he laughs at me. 
‘I'm a full service whore," but his eyes are light now, the stress and shadows of earlier driven back again. 


"You're no kind of whore, Chris," | say, sliding my fingers into the bowl under his hand, snagging another piece 
of orange just before he can slap my hand. 


"You know this is going to cause problems, right?" he asks around a mouthful of orange, eyes fixed on me. 
"What do you mean?" 


"Hiro. He's going to be pissed, Kim." Popping the last bite of fruit into my mouth, Chris props himself up on his 


elbow beside me. "He's going to be jealous." 

| sigh, rolling onto my side so | can run my hand over his ribs. "That's over, and has been for a while." 
"Just because it's over, that doesn't mean he's over it" 

"Chris, he's got a girlfriend! Thats where he is tonight.” 

"Would you have done this with me tonight if he'd been just down the hall?" 

"Well, yeah, but you'd have had to be more quiet," | crack. His smile is ready, but it doesn't reach his eyes. 
"You'd have locked the door, Kim, to make sure he didn't stick his head in here before he went to bed." 

| do that anyway, when | have someone in here." 

"You're getting frustrated," he sing-songs. 


"Fuck, yeah, I'm getting frustrated! You're fucking quizzing me about something that's over, has been over." | 


roll away from him, sit up and reach for my sweats but his hand's on my arm, tugging lightly. 


"Kim, if we're going to.. going to try to have something here, you can't just get up and walk out whenever | 


say something that pisses you off." 


| can feel myself tense, feel that urge to push him back and send him out. His hand moves up and down my 
arm as the silence stretches out and he's just waiting, leaving it all up to me and | hate that. Hate that feeling 
of responsibility, like something small and fragile is depending totally on me and my frustrations. "He was so 
fucking jealous," | blurt. "| mean, | just can't.. | don't get that, because l'm not that way. Anything, everything, 
and he was sure that | wanted someone else. | mean, fuck, | got him to move to Seattle with me! Does that 


really sound like | wanted someone else, like | wanted to find someone else once | got here?" 


The bed dips as he moves, wrapping his legs around my waist and his arms around my chest. "I'm sorry it 


didn't work, Kim," he whispers, breath warm against my shoulder as he presses his face to my back. 


‘I'm not," | say, gripping his hands in mine. "We weren't especially good for each other, not like that. Like | said, 
he was always jealous and some people appreciate that, but | don't. And | was too relaxed for him. He'd flirt 
with someone else, try to get some kind of rise out of me, and then get pissed when he couldn't get it” 


| won't do that to you." 
"| wouldn't be here if | thought you would.” 
"Kim-—" 


"Look, Chris, | really think that this is going to be okay." | twist my head back to kiss him, and the awkward 
angle doesn't matter as he deepens the kiss, easy and lazy. What matters is his mouth nudging mine, his hand 
sliding down to wrap around my cock, the heat of his cock against the small of my back. 


"We'll get through it, however it goes," as he pulls back enough to turn me, tug me back down with him. 


This time when | push inside of him, it's slow and easy, flexing smooth until his breathing starts to stutter and 
his eyes flare dark and hot. Then | brace myself above him and hold his eyes as | speed up, the head of my 
cock bumping his prostate. His body tightens around me and the low cry when he comes pushes me over, 


makes me bury my face against his shoulder so | can breathe him as | come deep inside of him. 
The sound of his voice in my ear, low and exhausted as he murmurs my name, is better than the sex was. 
~~ 


We're eating bowls of cereal at the two-seater table in the kitchen, still rumpled and only half-dressed and 
grinning, when Hiro gets home at three-thirty. | feel myself jump when the key clicks in the door, and | know 
the look on my face is guilty by the look on Chris's. "It's okay," he whispers as the door's opening and then Hiro 
and Melissa are in the kitchen and there's nothing but dead silence for the longest five seconds of my life as 
he just stares. 


Then he's smiling and talking, assuring Chris he's not pissed about the shoot, that things will change after 
we've been around for a while and it's almost normal, almost okay except for this *vibe*. I'm not the only one 
feeling it, either, Melissa has a look of confusion on her pretty face by the time they leave the room and | can 
hear her voice, low and questioning, as the door to Hiro's room closes. 

"Well, that wasn't so bad," | finally say, needing to break the heaviness of the silence. 

Chris smiles for me, reaches to grip my hand. "Nope, that wasn't. Do you think thats it?" 


"No, probably not. | mean.. it was probably pretty obvious, huh?" 


"Well, we're half-dressed and eating cereal at three-thirty in the morning," he says, grinning at me. "What do 
you think?" 


"Uh, we could be high, huh?" 
"Nope, your eyes aren't red enough for you to be high." 


| snort, squeezing his fingers before going back to my cereal. "Well, it's not like l'd planned to hide it. | just 
didn't expect him home tonight. | guess | didn't think I'd have to worry about it tonight." 


"Worry about it?" 


"Okay, Chris, now you're twisting my words," | say. I'm still laughing, but there's an edge to my voice, an edge 


that Chris knows, and he stops about Hiro. 

Lets me take him back to bed. 

This time, he's quiet. 

(2] 

I'm nothing but nerves after Chris leaves the next morning, something about Stone needing a ride but | know 


what he means. | know what he's avoiding and | don't blame him, can't blame him. 


I'm waiting for it, but my stomach still clenches when Hiro sticks his head into my room, his face drawn and 


serious. "We need to talk, Kim. While Chris is gone." 
| put my guitar down, trying to shove away some of the butterflies in my stomach. "Sure. What's up?" 
"Can | come in?" 


| hate that he's standing there in the doorway instead of sprawled across the foot of my bed. "Of course you 


can. 
‘I'm leaving," he says as soon as the door is closed behind him. 
"Hiro--" 


‘lm going back to Chicago. | want to go back to school, and with.. with you and Chris.. with you together, 


there's no more reason for me not to" 
| thought you and Melissa--" 


He laughs, short and sharp. "Melissa's not you, and you know it. Look, | know | acted like an ass while we were 
together, but it.. well, it always seemed like there would be time, y'know? To make it okay.” 


"I still want--" | begin, but his head's already shaking, cutting me off. 


"You know, if you had *ever®* looked at me like you were looking at him in the kitchen last night, | might stay. | 
might try. But you haven't, so that's not important. | want to leave while | don't hate both of you." 


And | almost let it go. Should let it go, that subtle emphasis on the word ‘both: "Both? You really hate me?" 
"Chris," Hiro snaps. "Because he knew, and you didn't. You really thought it was as over as | said, but he saw.’ 
"No, he wouldn't have--" 


"But he did. He fucking told me he was going to go after you, right after he told me that he knew | still.. cared 
about you. And yeah, | don't have any right to be all pissed off about it, but | am. And that won't change." 


"I'm sorry," is what | finally come up with, and | know its not enough. Not nearly enough to make this okay 


agai n. 


Leaning a little closer to me, he runs his hand over the top of my head, bends and kisses me lightly. "l'm 
shipping the things | want to keep to Chicago today, and Im flying out tonight. The shit | leave in my room, | 
don't need, okay? Keep it or sell it or give it away.” 


"Okay," | whisper, and then he's gone. 


A few minutes later, | hear the front door open and close and when | go into the kitchen to check, his 
apartment keys are on a small silver ring on the countertop beside the sink. It feels almost like I'm dreaming 
when | head back down the hall, push open the door to his room. The clothes are gone, closet door and dresser 
drawers hanging open. There are a couple of blank spots on the walls where he took down posters that were 


special to him and one picture of the band - the one with my arms around him - is gone. 


His bass is still on its stand in the corner. 
we 


"Kim, don't freak, okay? It's not like there's a dearth of musicians in 


Seattle." 
"That's fucking cold, Chris!" | snap, sitting straight up in my bed where l'm laying with him. He figured it out 
when he walked in and found me in Hiro's room, staring blankly at the bass on its stand, figured it out and led 


me to my room and made me tell him everything. 


"And lately, it's been pretty uncomfortable between the two of you and then add to that the fact that you 


and l.. well, you feel guilty as hell," Chris continues, pretty much nailing the growing unease I've felt. 

"Chris--" 

"And you know he's not especially cut out for this, anyway, know that he'll be happier going back to school” 
"Quit fucking talking over me," and he freezes in the act of reaching to me, his hand hanging in mid-air. 

"| wasn't--" 

"You were," | continue, low and angry. "You do that whenever | say something you don't like. You act like it 
never came out of my mouth. You bitch if | get up and walk away, but you have your own ways of doing the 
same thing. You talk over me, or down to me." 

"Kim, I'm sorry." 


"Did you talk to Hiro about me?" 


He goes absolutely still, body freezing and face tightening into a perfectly blank mask. "About what, 
specifically?" he asks carefully. 


All| can do is stare at him. "I think that's probably all the answer | need" | swing my legs over the side of the 
bed, putting my back to him. 


"I'm sorry, Kim," he says again, gripping my elbow, his skin cold on mine. "Maybe | shouldn't have talked to him, 
but it wasn't what you're thinking, what | guess he made it sound like. l. | just... 


"Spit it out, Chris. I'm tired and l'm pissed off" 


"I knew he still.. felt the way he felt. And | guess that | just needed him to know how | felt, too. So it wouldn't 
be out of left field to him if.. if something happened" 


‘Oh. So you told him you had a thing for his ex for his own good," | say, and he winces at the flatness of my 


tone. 


"It, uh, it really sounds worse when you put it like that," Chris whispers. "I just.. damn, Kim, you know how well 
| deal with people! | was trying to help, but I'm not surprised that | managed to fuck it up." 


When | turn back around, the look on his face freezes the harshness while it's still in my throat. "Chris--" | 
start, but he's already ducking his face away from me, tilting his head to the side so his hair falls over his 
face and hides his eyes from me. 


"| was... | really wanted to do things right this time," he says in a low rush. "I've always fucked things up, and | 
didn't want to fuck it up with you, so | tried to just keep everything open, tried to--" 


| kiss him. He was talking too quickly, panic starting to rise in his voice and | hated that | did that to him. Hated 
that | made him sound the way he did that first time, when he begged me to make him normal. 


He's kissing back, his hands moving frantically across my face, through my hair, down along my spine. "l'm 


sorry," he says, his mouth going to my ear, down the line of my throat. ‘Sorry, Kim, I'm so sorry-—" 


‘Its okay, Chris," | murmur, dragging my hands through his hair, then cupping his face and making him look at 
me. He still looks shaky and | can't be pissed at him, not when he's looking at me like that. | kiss him again, 
flickering my tongue against his lips until he opens, lets me taste inside his mouth and just that makes me 
whimper, tug him closer so | can touch more of his warm bare chest, press my fingers to his chest just so | 


can feel the frantic vibration of his breath and heartbeat. 
Come to think of it, | don't think it's ever going to be easy for me to be pissed off at Chris. 


-End 


